THE KING'S FLIGHT
rage, and confronting Robespierre, shook his fist and
hurled insults at him. Robespierre knew that the
Assembly once adjourned, the "Triumvirate" and its
stillborn club at the Feuillants would soon sink into
oblivion, while he, the leader of the Jacobins, would
continue to play an increasingly important role. He
shrugged his shoulders contemptuously, and lifting his
eyes towards the chairman, remarked quietly: "Mr,
President, I'll thank you for telling Monsieur Duport
not to be insulting if he wishes to remain near me".
The chairman clanged his bell, and Duport resumed
his seat. Then Robespierre launched into the most
vitriolic attack the Assembly had thus far heard. He
used his favourite method, innuendo. Looking fixedly
now at Duport, now at Barnave, now at Charles or
Alexander Lameth—his former friends—he said with
biting sarcasm that he felt sure there was no member
of the Assembly cowardly enough to conspire with the
court concerning any part of the constitution; treacherous
enough to suggest to that court any amendment that
shame alone had kept him from proposing himself;
arrogant enough to dare use the Revolution for his own
private ends. He went on in this fashion, enumerating
the things he claimed he felt certain no member of the
Assembly could possibly have been guilty of, and which
every one present knew, or suspected, the "Trium-
virate" to have upon its conscience. The radicals howled
their delight, the galleries went wild, the nobles and
clergy nudged each other, and having no further use
for the Constitutionalists, who, they realized, would
soon be out of power, finally rocked with laughter and
joined in the applause. It was a Roman holiday. All this
while Duport, Barnave and the Lameths sat livid with
rage, yet at a loss how to reply. Almost every historian
who describes the scene remarks that a Mirabeau would
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